


“You won't go ahead-” 


Beluga stood in a passage leading to the center of Lares, reloading bullets into 
the revolver cannons equipped on both arms of his personal machine, the Salamander, 
and quickly maneuvered around the Shades trying to surround and attack him in 
succession. 


Not overlooking the Shades enclosing on him, Beluga roller-dashed away on the 
Salamander. 


With a sudden stop, he reversed. 


The Salamander spun, scattering sparks across the floor of the spacious 
passage inside Lares. Of course, he had not forgotten to reload. 


However, the Salamander, facing the crowd of Shades, did not use the revolver 
cannons on it’s arms. Instead it revealed a long barrel from the back of its chest, and 
turned it toward the center if the crowd. 


“You won't have any time to pray to the wind” 


The Salamander raised its most powerful fang, the Buster Cannon, and roared, 
dazzlingly illuminating the inside of Lares’ dim body. 


One of the head churches of the Anju religion that is widely practiced around the 
world, is in Samoyede, located in Shepherd. The sacred forest that spread through 
Samoyede, the ‘Forest of Sleep’, is known for the inhabitation of holy birds symbolized 
in Anjalism. There was an old stone passage in the forest, which was turned into a 
historical ruins site, and was beautifully fused with the forest greenery. 


Priests belonging to the church and enthusiastic zealots perform duties day by 
day as ‘Forest Keepers’ in order to protect the forest, ruins, and birds. 


A young Caninu Forest Keeper, Sister Angelica, was walking through the ‘Forest 
of Sleep’ and restlessly searching around. 


“Well now... where have you gone?” 


With the sunlight descending into the forest, her soft voice held no sense of 
urgency, despite it appearing as if she was searching for someone. 


“| wonder, did he go deep in the forest again?” 
With an awkward smile, Angelica walked towards the inner forest. 


As she continued towards the deep forest, Angelica’s expression appeared 
gloomy as she looked around. 


Looking beyond the many different types of trees, lay broken and burned remains 
from some time ago. The clearly recently demolished ruins marred the beautiful forest 
landscape. 

She unknowingly sighed. 


“Pll go find him, and hurry back” 


Angelica sped up her walk. 


Beluga felt the Shade’s numbers gradually lessen. Although he heard many 
fierce explosions from where Red was advancing, Beluga concluded that it may have 
been related to the Shades weakening. 

“Elh, Red, you seem to have done it” 

The revolver cannon’s bullets reached the Shades, and after confirming that the 
next group would not immediately attack, Beluga proceeded to where Red was 
heading. 

Through the passage was a considerably vast hall. A fire smell and burn 
markings had been left behind, showing that a violent battle had occurred there. 
However, Red had already gone ahead. 


“Elh is ahead...!” 


As he turned around, he fired the revolver cannon on his right arm. A Shade who 
was pursuing Beluga visibly dispersed into a mist. 


From the other side of the mist, more Shades appeared. 
“They're persistent” 


As he pointed the end of the gun on his left arms toward the Shades, ‘it’ 
occurred. 


A vibration occurred throughout Lares. 


To describe ‘it’ with words, the being of Lares began to crumble, and the nearby 
Shades’ forms began to vaguely disappear. 


At the same time, communication was entered with a delighted Merveille. 
“You did it, Beluga” 
“Was the Power Cell destroyed?” 


“Yes. But...” 


The tone of her voice fell, and she was unable to get her words out. 
“Lares is still awake. It was not a complete seal” 
Beluga compensated for her lack of words. 


“Well, probably. But, you should have been able to suppress it temporarily, to the 
extent of the ‘Rite of Forfeit’, anyways” 


“Is that so?” 


For a moment, Beluga’s mind was overwhelmed by memories of his sister’s 
death as a ‘sacrifice’. 


“The Core has disappeared, and Lares’ space is strained. In any case, the exit is 
currently ahead” 


“| understand” 
Beluga opened a line to Red. 


“It seems the enemies in Lares have already disappeared. I'll escape from here 
quickly! Both of you come quick!!” 


While trying to get to the exit, Beluga saw something rise from the center of the 
floor in the large hall. 


“What, that’s...” 


While Beluga cautiously watched it, ‘it’ discharged from the floor, and collapsed 
on the spot. 


Beluga, while wary, approached ‘it’ with the Salamander. 
“This is bad...” 


Beluga gently picked up ‘it’ with the Salamander’s arm, and without waiting for 
Red, roller-dashed the Salamander to the exit. 





The man who Sister Angelica was looking for was in a small square opening in 
front of the Forest of Sleep. The man was sitting on one of the collapsed ruins lying in 
the opening, and had been quietly gazing at the clear sky. 


The square had many burned trees, and held remnants of a certain incident that 
happened a few months ago. It was the most tragic incident in all of Samoyede history. 


“So you were here after all, Sir” 
Angelica sighed deeply. 


After entering the forest, she hadn’t realized that she had been continuously 
walking for around 30 minutes, and how relieved she suddenly felt. 


The man was unable to hear Angelica’s voice and kept watching the sky with 
unchanging eyes that held no emotion. 


Although he was called ‘Sir’, the Caninu man’s dull coat of fur looked 
considerably gray and rough. If children were to see him, they would have thought he 


was an ‘Elder’ with an odd atmosphere about him. 


The peaceful man’s robe was covered in mud, though its lack of cleanliness did 
not bother him. 


“Sir, you're always this far back in the forest. What are you looking at?” 
Angelica asked while she sat next to him. As usual, the man had no reaction. 


“Ever since you came to Samoyede a few months ago... I’ve yet to hear your 
voice” 


The man’s eyes were emotionless. 


Angelica herself felt helpless towards his solitude. She thought his isolation might 
be because of the destroyed trees in the ruined square. 


“This place... Why did they have to burn down so many of the trees?” 

She looked at the square with a sorrowful face. 

“Hunters called the Kurvaz, their battleship attacked this forest...” 

The man’s ears twitched when he heard Angelica speak. 

Without noticing him, Angelica continued to talk 

“They repeatedly bombarded the forest and burned it down... How horrible” 
Angelica imagined the scene and trembled. 

At that time- 


Slowly, the man started to hold his head as if to restrain it, and groaned. 


“Kurvaz... “ 


For the first time in a long while, Angelica heard the man’s voice. 


When Beluga escaped from Lares without waiting for Red, Merveille recovered 
him at the Golden Roar. 


“What's wrong, Beluga? What made you...” 
“Lares is recovering. | decided the situation was dangerous” 


In the high-speed ship, the Smerg, ‘it’ was confined to a bed in the back of the 
bridge, wrapped in a blanket by Merveille. 


“This is... immediate treatment will be necessary” 
Merveille looked at ‘it? and immediately came to a conclusion. 
“Is this my doing?” 


“I’m guilty of the same sin... You can’t shoulder the entire burden on your own” 


“Sir, are you alright?” 

A flustered Angelica urgently held up the unsteady man’s back. 
“Uuuh...“ 

The man collapsed back into a sitting position again. 

“’m sorry, | wonder if what | said hurt your head...” 


She grabbed the man’s hand, and stared at his face with concern. In his eyes, 
she saw a faint feeling of fear swell up in them. 


His mouth slightly trembled, and the man muttered, 
“That is... no” 

“That? What’s ‘that’?” 

Angelica inquired. 

“_..Ah... Even so... | should not have done anything...” 


While the trembling man spoke to himself, he was gently embraced. 


“Oh, Sir. It'll be alright... | might not properly understand, but... this place is safe, 
and I’m with you” 


The man continued to talk to himself. 

“It should have... What | wanted was... It should not have been this...” 
Angelica hugged the man and said, 

“Is there something you regret? Please tell me, Sir” 


Fulfilling her purpose as a Nun, Angelica inquired to listen to the man’s 
confession. 


In the Golden Roar’s medical room, Merveille and Beluga were staring at the bed 
with pained faces. 


“| believe, his life-signs have become stable. 
“Is that so?” 


Their expressions remained grim. 


“This has happened, so | could obtain my own objectives... Again, I’ve committed 
yet another sin.” 


“I’ve said you shouldn't be the only one to be burdened. It’s my sin, too” 
Merveille smiled with self-scorn. 

“But, we should have predicted that this would happen” 

She exhaled deeply. 


“If Red, Elh, and You had not been there, the worst case scenario might have 
happened” 


Beluga put his hand on the shoulder of Merveille, who was sitting by his side. 


“| wanted to destroy what took my older sister from me. Not Lares itself, but the 
‘Rite of Forfeit” 


Beluga’s eyebrows deeply creased. 

“For that reason, | had kept trying again and again to destroy Lares. | had 
continued living with the notion that | would never complete the ‘Rite of Forfeit’ again. 
There had been no solution for the longest time...” 


Beluga continued to face Merveille. 


“When you let me know that you had a way to make my desire come true, | felt 
hope again after a long absence. So, I’m grateful for you, at least” 


Merveille lightly smiled, and made a grim face. 


“The battle is yet to be over. Understand that imminent danger has already 
arrived” 


Beluga smiled smiled. 


“Oh, that’s right” 


Merveille turned her eyes toward the bed. 


“This is bad isn’t it... Still using his Kurvaz...” 





“The colossal figure that appeared in Shepherd was called ‘Lares’. | can’t believe 


Sister Angelica had sorted out information from words muttered out in fragments, 
but only understood that they exceeded the category of her understanding. 


“It was not power that | wanted... |... what | wanted...” 


While the confession was difficult to make sense of, there were some things 
Angelica could understand. 


It was regretful for her, but she tried to make sense of what she understood. 
“Sir, you burned down this forest, didn’t you?” 
Angelica asked as gently as possible. 


“...That’s right...” 


While muttering, the man admitted it. 


Merveille had been visiting Samoyede’s shrine as a representative of the Kurvaz 
in order to apologize to an Anju bishop for her own sins. 


“| am Bishop Dumitas. | often visit here these days” 

An old man with a quiet atmosphere welcomed her. 
Merveille responded respectfully. 

“On the behalf of the Kurvaz Hunters Guild, | am Merveille” 


“Please, sit here” 


“Thank you, but... we are not eligible to receive such hospitality” 


As she said that, Merveille kneeled down. 


“Hmm... Were you involved in the bombing of the ‘Forest of Sleep’?” 


Bishop Dumitas asked frankly. 


“Yes... to compensate for the sins of the Kurvaz, | have come to offer an 
apology” 


“How... | can’t possibly believe a woman like yourself could commit such an 
atrocity...“ 


“No, | was the one in charge of carrying out bombardments at the time... | am 
ashamed to admit that | don’t feel mentally or physically well enough to come here yet, 
but | too am responsible for it, so my participation is required” 


The bishop spoke to Merveille gently. 


“| believe your apology is indeed genuine. However, | feel | should be accepting 
an apology from the one who truly committed the sin” 


“But...“ 
“| feel we should reserve our judgement of someone who is not mentally or 


physically well. Someday, | would like to receive another apology again after you have 
healed your mind and body in this forest. How does that sound?” 


“God forgives you-” 

When Angelica said that, the man immediately replied, 

“| don’t want the likes of forgiveness” 

“Huh?” 

She felt the man’s tone of voice gradually become clear and strong. 


“| hadn't regretted burning down this forest for my own purposes. Whether it was 
a holy forest, or...” 


Angelica became surprised, and prayed to God repeatedly in her heart; trying to remain 
calm. 


“Then... what is it that you regret? Why are you suffering?” 


“|... | cannot be forgiven for losing my purpose... | cannot be forgiven for trying to steal 
Lares’ power!” 


His words carried conviction. 


“|, Bruno Dondurma!” 
In the man, Bruno, a strong will brightly dwelled in his eyes. 
Suddenly however, as if losing that will, he sat back down. 


“Because | misjudged my purpose, | lost sight of it altogether... | lost the genuine power 
that | revived by myself...” 


Angelica felt the waves of Bruno’s emotional words subside, and decided to speak her 
own words. 


“Um... Mr. Bruno, can you not regain what you lost?” 
Angelica pointed to the burned trees. 


“The burned trees will certainly never return to normal... but, from their ashes, new 
sprouts may be born... perhaps” 


Angelica was worried over what she meant to say. 


Bruno gazed at one of the burned trees and said nothing. For a while, there was silence 
between the two people. 


Suddenly, they heard a faint sound of approaching footsteps from a distance. 


With that sound, Angelica remembered her main reason for coming there and hastily 
said to Bruno, 


“While we were talking, | completely forgot about my errand with you,” 
Bruno lethargically observed Angelica. 
“In fact, it seemed like the guest came to see you, Sir” 


Me... guest?” 


The approaching footsteps stopped at the entrance of the square where the two were. A 
familiar rough voice caught their attention. 


“You seem to be doing fine” 

A large-faced Felineko appeared in the square. 

Bruno looked at the man and with self-scorn, muttered, 
“Québec?...Did you come to laugh at me?” 

Québec snorted and laughed, before answering. 


“Well yes... but, | thought you would’ve kicked the bucket due to your terrible luck, yet 
here you are” 
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Québec scratched his head, while said, 

“How’s it been? Where to even begin with this idiot” 

Bruno snorted and laughed. 

“And how about you? ...Surely you must have been up to some crazy things, ” 
From the root of a burnt tree, Angelica found two sprouts budding. 

A gentle breeze made the forest air dance, and the sprouts sway. 


It was a very simple occurrence, but nonetheless, it gave Angelica the feeling of 
happiness. 


